"NOT   WITHOUT   HONOUR"

has never known full delight till he has made love
to a lame woman.   Let us begin at * By dimpled
brook'.   Now, Mary, you lead off."
All the voices then took up the music :

" By dimpled brook and fountain-brim.
The wood-nymphs, decked with daisies trim,
Their merry wakes and pastimes keep :
What hath night to do with sleep ?
Night hath better sweets to prove ;
Venus now wakes, and wakens Love."

" That tune once again ! " cried the young man's
voice : " c What has night to do with sleep ? ' "

" Hist! he's coming ! " whispered the youngest
girl, and the singing stopped abruptly.

" Is it that hateful old tyrant ? " whispered Mary,
angrily. " I'm sorry, Charles, he's always dropping
in to spoil our pleasure. Now both of you will have
to steal out through the garden on to the Moor and
work round into the City that way. Happily he can't
see who you are. Here's a crown I've made for you
by selling one of his tiresome old books. Kiss me,
dear, and come again as often as you can. I'll signal
to you when he's out."

" Nay, then, let go of me, Henry, and you do the
same," whispered Anne's lisping voice. " Here's a
bit of silver I've made for you by cutting down the
house-keeping. You see he doesn't need much to
eat or drink. He just sits dormant with his tobacco
pipe all the evening. Kiss me gently, darling, and
go out quietly through that garden door. Now,
Deborah, you run out to meet him and say we're so
glad he has come back safe."

Little Deborah, who was just entering her teens,
ran out through the poet's sitting-room, but found
him already at the door.
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